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ATHUMBAIN. Brother, you have rushed rashly into the net, as
birds and wild fowls go to their deaths. There is no denying it,
you are completely caught. In this state of affairs, do not make
people hate you by being stern with them all. Do not be hard, do
not be harsh, brother mine. Use sweet words and control your pride.
Bow down low, and escape from death, my dear lord.

PARPAHEIN. My dear, pretty brother. In this life everything
ends, and why should I be afraid to meet the natural end ? I will
never bow down and kneel for my brother's protection. What do I
care ? I shall be put to death. But even my bones shall shout defiance
to all.

ATHUMBAIN. Blame it on drink, and ask for pardon. Say drink
made you mad. Put our brother's feet on your brow, kneel down,
raise up your hands in prayer, beg for pardon. He is your brother
after all, and he will pardon you and save you from your death.

[He runs to the KING and kneels.}

Brother glory, the roof of all kings, owner of the white umbrella
that is perched proudly on the golden tower! While the whole city
sleeps, Brother Middle scales the wall. He is caught. He is a robber,
he is a thief, he is a rebel. He must be punished. By law, he can be
put to death. But provided a criminal is adequately punished,
provided there is no further danger from him, there is no need to
kill him outright. Parpahein is subdued. If you save him from
death, the country will praise you. Let him be beaten and caned at
the cross-roads, if you wish, but kill not your own brother, my dear
lord.

KING. Brother who equals the most precious pearl in beauty, my
beloved Athumbain! Parpahein had only the worst of intentions
towards me, otherwise he would not have tried to climb over my
palace-wall at dead of night. He had only crooked thoughts, un-
straight mind, unsmooth ideas. I must not under-estimate my
enemy, I must not think that the fire-mountain of danger is only an
insect of annoyance. Even if the fire should consist only of dying
sparks, I cannot neglect it, as otherwise with wind and time, it may
burn down my throne. Brother, the fire must be put out before it
burns anything. I must kill the rebel at once.

ATHUMBAIN. Let me submit this, my brother. It is true that
his offence deserves death. He erred in his path, he wandered from
his allegiance. He plotted against his king. But the fire that dares
to burn is only a little fire, and a handful of sand will put it out.